Dearest Lenny, 


I was delighted to receive your most recent letter, though I 
must say the fellow who delivered it was fearsome in ap¬ 
pearance. Why, he walked on a wooden leg and had a patch 
over one eye! He did wear an attractive headwrap, though, all 
bedecked with beads and feathers. He told me he had bought 
it from you, and I felt quite proud, though I do shudder to 
think of you among pirates on some forsaken island. 

I am sad to report that last night, after eating a hearty din¬ 
ner of roast mutton and my famous broccoli casserole. Uncle 
Percival died in his sleep at the age of 104. 

Since you are his only male relative, Percival has left the 
entire estate to you. His will suggests that you invite striv¬ 
ing young artists to live in the cottages and receive training 
from you. 

Widgewood Manor awaits its new master. Please return to 
Monteria soon. 


Fondly, 

Aunt Pearl 


